all men, liars or not, have one thing in common. Do you
know what that is?5

'No.5

He leaned forward suddenly, grasped my hand, and
tapped the palm with his forefinger. 'A love of money/
he said softly. He released my hand. 'You., Vadassy, are
fortunate. Yon are poor and money is very sweet to you,
You have no political sentiments to confuse your mind*
You have an opportunity of making money. Why don't
you take it?5

CI don't understand you.' And I didn't understand him
for the moment. 'What opportunity are you talking about?5

For a moment he was silent. I saw that the woman had
stopped filing her nails and, with the file still resting on
the end of her finger., was listening. Then:

'What is today, Vadassy?5

'Today? Saturday., of course.'

He shook his head slowly.

'No, it isn't, Vadassy. It's Friday.'

I emitted a bewildered laugh.

'But I assure you. Monsieur, it is Saturday.'

Again he shook his head.

'Friday, Vadassy.' His eyes narrowed. He leaned for-
ward. clf, Vadassy, I had a certain piece of information
that I think you could give me, I would be prepared to
bet five thousand francs that today was Friday.'

'But you would lose.'

'Precisely. I should lose five thousand francs to you.
But, on the other hand, I should gain the little piece of
information.'

And then I saw the point. I was being offered a bribe.
A sentence of Schimler's flashed through my mind. 'He
won't act until he's sure.' This man had seen me talking
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